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The Comic all Hijloric of 

I got a promife of this taire one beere 
To have her love : provided that your fortune 
Atchiev’d her miflres. 

I’ or. Is this true N err iff a ? 

Tier. Madam it is,fo you ftand pleafd withall, 

Tuff. And do you Grattans mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes faith my Lord. 

Ba(f. Our feaftfhall be much honoured in your mariage. 

Gra. W eel play with them the firft boy for a choufand dum« 
Ner. What.and (lake down? 

No, we (hall nere win at that (port and flake downe. 

But who comes hrere ? Lorenz,? and his Jnfidell ? 

W har,and my old Venecian friend Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenfojeflica,*#^ Salerio ? 

front Venice. K 

Taffa. Lorenzo and Saleno t wc]coEnz hither^ 

If that the youth of my ne w'intreft here 
Have power to bid you welcome : by your leave, 

I bid nay friends and countreymen, 

Sweet Tort ia welcome. 

Por. So do I mv Lord, they are iatirely welcome. 

Lor. j thanjee your honourjfor my part my Lord, 

My purpofe was not to have feen you here, 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did increate me paft all faying nay 
To come with him along. 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have reafon for it,Signior ssimkonio 
Commends him to you. 
iaff. Ere I ope his Letter 

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. . 

Sal. Not lick my Lord,unltlTc it be in mind, 

Nor welljUnleffe in mind : his letter there 

Will (hew you h, sedate. open the Utter. 

Gra. NerrtjJ*. cheer yond ft ranger, bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio, whats the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant good Anthonio V- 
I know he will be glad of our lncce ffe, 
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the rjtterchnnt of Venice. 

\Ve «c the lafonsjert have wonnethe fleece. 

Sal, I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 

for. There arc fome fhrewd contents in yond fame paper. 
That ftealcs the colour from BajJanio'j cheeke. 

Some decre friend dead.elfe nothing in the wo rid 

Could tume fo much the conftitution 

Ofany conftant man : what worfe and worfe ? 

With leave Bajfanio I am halfc your felfe. 

And I muft have the halfe ofany thing 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fwcet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleafaat’ft words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 

When I did firft impart toy love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I bad 
Rannein my veine$,I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you truer and yet decre Lady 
Rating my felfe at nothing, you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My Hate was nothing ,1 fhould then havp told you 
That I was worfe then nothing ; for indeed 
I have ingag’d my felfe to a deerc friend, 

Ingag’d my friend to his meere enemie. 

To feed my meanes. Here is a Letter Lady, 

The Paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound 
Iflking life bloud. But is it true Salem, 

Hath all his ventures fail’d, what not one hit ? 

From Tripoli*, from UMexice and England, 

From LubonJBarbary, and India , 

And not one VelTell (cape the dseadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks ? 

& Sal. Not one my Lord. 

Befides,it (hould appeare,that if he had 
The prefent money to discharge the lew. 

He would not take it : never did I know 
A creature that did beare the fhape of mats 
w0 " een greedy to confound a man. 
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